Th cmoft Lamentable Tragedie 

Let not this wafpe out hue v s bot h to fling, 

Chiron, I warrant you maddame we will make that furc*. 
Coine Miftris now perforce we will enioy. 

That nice preferuedhoneftie of yours. 

L Mini*. Oh Tumor a, thou bearefta womans face. 

T amor/. I will not heareherfpcakeawaic with her, 

Sweet Lords intreat her hcare me but a word. 
Demetrius, Liftenfaitc Maddame let it be .your glory 
To fee her teares , b ut b c y our hart to them} 

As vnrelenting Flint to drops ofrainc. (dam, 

LauinU. When did the Tigers young ones teach the 
Oh doc not learn e her wrath: fhc taught it thee. 

The Milke thou f'uckft from her did turne to Marble, 
Euen at thy teat thou hadfl thy tyrranie, 

Y ct euerie Mother breeds not lonnes a like, 
t)oe thou intreat her fhew a womans pittie. (baftard; 

Qnron. What wouldfl thou haue me proue my fcllea 
L amnia, Tis true the Rauen doth nothatch aLarke, 
Yet haue I hard, Oh could 1 finde it now, 

The Lion moued with pittie did indurc, 

to hauc IiisPrinceliepawespardeall away: 

So mefay that Rauensfofter foriornc children, 
Thewhilft theirowne birds famifh intheirnells: 

O h be to me though thy hard hart lay no, 

Nothingfo kinde butfomethingpittiluil. 

t amor a, I know not wliat it meanes, away with her. 
Lattinia, :Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
Thatgaue thee life when well he might haue ilaine thee, 

Be not obdurate, open thy deafe ycares, 

T amor a. Hadfl thou in perfon nere offended mee, 
Euen for his fake am I pittilelTe. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vainc, 
to faue yourbrothet from the facrifice. 

But fearce iAndr onions would not relent. 

Therefore away withher, and yfe heras you will. 


of T itus Androntcus. 

The worfe to her the better lou’d of mee. 

L auima. Q\\Tamor<t becalld a Gentle Queene, 

And with thine owne liandskill mein thisplace. 

For tis not life that 1 haue begd fb long , 

Poore i was ilaine when 'Bafcianus dide. (goe; 

Tamor x, What begfl thou then fond woman let me 
UuiuU, Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That woman-hood denies mv tong to tell. 

Oh keepe me from there worfe than killing luft. 

And tumble me into fomelothfomc pit, 

VVherencuer mans eye may behold my bodic, 

Doc this and b e a charitable murderer. 

Tamor a. So flrould I rob my fwcet fonnes of their fee. 

No let them fatiffice their luft on thee. 

Demetrius, Away for thou had ftaide vs here too long. 
L auima. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftlv creature. 
The blot and enemie to our gencrall name, 

Confuflon fall t , (hulband, 

Chiron, Nay then lie flop your mouth, bring thou her 
This is the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 

Txmora. Farewell my Tons, fee thatyou makcher fure, 
Nerc let my hart know met ry clreare iudeede. 

Till all the 'Andror.icte be made away} 

Now will I hence to fecke my loucly Moore, 

Audletmy fpleenfoll (onnes this Trull defloure. 

Enter tAron with two of T it us fonnet. 

Come on my Lords the better foot before. 

Straight will I bring you to the lothfome pit, 

Where I efpied the Panther faft a fleepe. 

Quintus. My fight is v eric dull what ere it b ? dc W 
Mart. And mine I promife you, were it not for fliamc. 
Well could Ilcauc our fport to fleepe a while. 

Quintus, What art thou fallen what fubtill hole is this, 
JVhofe raouthis coucred mthrude growing briery 









